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As they were taking possession of the shed, a reply arrived
from Austria. Good news! By extraordinary luck, the residue of
recent extractions of uranium had not been scattered* The use-
less material had been piled up in a no-man's-land planted with
pine-trees, near the mine of St. Joachimsthal. Thanks to the
intercession of Professor Suess and the Academy of Science of
Vienna, the Austrian government, which was the proprietor of
the State factory there, decided to present a ton of residue to the
two French "lunatics" who thought they needed it. If, later
on, they wanted a greater quantity of the material, they could
obtain it at the mine on the best terms. For the moment
the Curies had to pay only the transportation charges on a ton
of ore.
One morning a heavy wagon, like those which deliver coal,
drew up in the Rue Lhomond before the School of Physics.
Pierre and Marie were notified. They hurried bareheaded into
the street in their laboratory gowns. Pierre, who was never
excited, remained calm; but the more exuberant Marie could
not restrain her joy at the sight of the sacks that were being
unloaded. It was pitch-blende, her pitch-blende, for which she
had received a notice some days before from the freight station.
Full of curiosity and impatience, she wanted to open one of the
sacks and contemplate her treasure without further waiting.
She cut the strings, undid the coarse sackcloth and plunged her
two hands into the dull brown ore, still mixed with pine-needles
from Bohemia.
That was where radium was hidden. It was from there that
Marie must extract it, even if she had to treat a mountain of this
inert stuff like dust on the road.
Marya Sklodovska had lived through the most intoxicating
moments of her student life in a garret; Marie Curie was to
know wonderful joys again in a dilapidated shed. It was a
strange sort of beginning over again, in which a sharp subtle
happiness.(which probably no woman before Marie had ever
experienced) twice elected the most miserable setting.
The shed in the Rue Lhomond surpassed the most pessimistic